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They went up the lawn arm-in-arm. Nobody was at
home'—Soames in London, Annette at a garden party.
" We'll have tea on the verandah, please," said Fleur.
Sitting there, happier than he ever remembered being,
Michael conceded a certain value to Nature, to the sun-
shine stealing down, the scent of pinks and roses, the
sighing in the aspens. Annette's pet doves were cooing;
and, beyond the quietly-flowing river, the spires of poplar
trees rose along the farther bank. But, after all, he was
only enjoying them because of the girl beside him, whom
he loved to touch and look at, and because, for the first
time, he felt as if she did not want to get up and flutter
off to some one or something else. Curious that there
could be, outside oneself, a being who completely robbed
the world of its importance, " snooped,' as it were, the
whole ' bag of tricks *—and she one's own wife ! Very
curious, considering what one was ! He heard her say :
" Of course, mother's a Catholic ; only, living with father
down here, she left off practising. She didn't even bother
me much. I've been thinking, Michael—what shall we do
about him?"
" Let him rip."
" I don't know. He must be taught something, because
of going to school. The Catholics, you know, really do get
things out of their religion."
" Yes ; they go it blind ; it's the only logical way
now."
" I think having no religion makes one feel that nothing
matters."
Michael suppressed the words : c We could bring him up
as a sun-worshipper,' and said, instead :
" It seems to me that whatever he's taught will only
last till he can think for himself ; then he'll settle down to
what suits him."

